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DRAMATIS PERSON &. 
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M E N. 
CATILINE, LENTULUS, 
CICERO, CAT o, 


CESAR, MARTIAN, 


CETHEGUS, CLODIUG 


WOMEN. 
AURELIA - 


SENATORS, ConSPIRATORS, Chief LicToRs, 
FREEDMEN, Licroxs. 


SCENE the Capitol at ROME. 
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R O ME Preſerv'd: 
| | A 

TRAGEDY. 

ac 


Ac 


CATILINE is ſeen ſitting at a table with a lift of the 
preſcrib'd in his hand, | 
CATILINE, 
AIS D by a rabble vile to power ſupreme 
Proud orator expect a ſudden fall ; 


Thy age's foe and peſt of human kind, 
Thy ruin is decreed, thy hour's at hand, i 
Senate of tyrants who enſlave the world, 

Your tombs are open'd and your chains prepar'd. 
Imperious PoMPey, with thy hated blood 

Fain would I quench thy glories flame uſurped ! 


1 


Caro thou rigid, thou preſumptuous ftoick, - 


B Oh 


ROME PRESERV'D: 
Oh that I could but raiſe that Cæs Ax whom 
Thou dreadſt even now to rival thee in power ! 
Muſt Cs AR from his youth to faction bred 
Withhold his aid nor join with CaTiLing ? 
But now the ſnare is laid, this very day 
Cs AR ſhall raiſe me to the throne I ſeek 5 
I ev'ry inftrument muſt now employ, 
From CictRo the object of my hate 
To my belov'd AuRELIA- in this hour 
Of terrors, ſhe with faithful tenderneſs 
My bloody projects to her beſt promotes. 
Whate'er I have ſhall be accomplice now, 
Even love with my ambition ſhall conſpire. 
Dear, ſacred names of huſband and of fire 
Vaniſh before the ſtronger love of power. 


SCENE II, 


CarTiLinE and CerTHEGUS, 


CATILINE, 
Faithful CeTHEGvUs whilſt the ſhades of night 
In darkneſs hide our deſtiny and Rome 
Have your to council our aſſociates call'd ? 

CETaEGUs. 

Soon to this place to Cicero unknown, 
Beneath this portico, hard by the Temple, 

The impious Temple where a tyrant ſenate 
Rules with an iron rod this wretched land, 

They have renew'd their oaths and plighted faith, 
But fay, is all prepar'd, is Cæs AR ours? 
Will he aſſiſt the party which he loves? 


CATILINE, 


A TRAGEDY 


CATILINE, 
That dangerous man acts only for himſelf. 
CETHEGUS. 
Our enterpize without him would be vain : 
CææsAR muft ſecond you—— 
CATILINE, 
———Tis all my wiſh, 
A choſen band of ſoldier 1 have ſent 


In Cz#5$ar's name Preneſte to ſurprize, 
CzsaR's ſuſpected and I muit ſucceed. 


Soon by the conſul's zeal he'll be accus'd 
And then he'll hazard all to be reveng'd, 


The rage of Czsar's terrible when rous'd, 


The Lion ſleeps, but ſoon he'll roar aloud 

And make the foreſt tremble at his voice ; 

The Conſuls ſelf ſhall ftimulate his wrath, 

And thus our foes ſhall combat on our ſide, 
CETHEGUS, 

But now Preneſte is by Noxxius ruled: 

His patriot-zeal you know, to tempt is vain : 

How muſt we then decide of NonNivs' fate. 
CATILINE. 

J hold his daughter dear, you know it well: 

I love AURELIA but defy her fire, 

When firſt he knew the paſſion ſhe conceiv'd 

For me—when firſt her ſentiments he learn'd 

He ſtrove to thwart our amorous vows in vain, 

At length conſenting to our union, ftill 

He weakly fear'd his party to offend. 

He dreaded CictRo, but with addreſs 

J made his weakneſs with my vows conſpire. 

I made him ſwear our marriage ſhould remain 


3 2 | A ſecte 


„ ROME PRESERV'D: 
A ſecret—you and LENTULUs alone 
Are privy to our tyes on which depend 
The happy iſſue of our enterprize. 
AURELIA's palace to the temple leads 
Our ſteps—I thither have "myſelf convey'd 
The arms and torches, inſtruments of death, 
Our marriage is the pledge of ſure ſucceſs, 
Love is my beſt accomplice—in the face 
Of Gods by a deteſted foe ador'd, 
Under the Senate's walls, beneath it's vault 
Shall all our tyrants victims fall to death. 
[ He, ſpeaks to the conſpirators, who appear at the 
| Huber end of the Aage.] 


nnn 


| Speed to Preneſte where our arm'd friends. 

With Ca5aR's name now colour their deſigns ; : 
| : Speed hence with naſte, take NONNIUS unprepar 'd, 
. You to the capitol without delay 


| | With all our valiant veterans advance. 
[To Cethegus, 


4 With 5 chief e do thou direct the whole. 


SCENE III. 


AuRELIA and CATILINE, 
AURELIA. 

| Ah! ' calm the horrors which have ſeiz'd my ſoul, 
Dear huſband wipe away AURELIA's tears. 
Juſt heaven how full of ' horrors is my mind! 4A 
Trembling I follow in this darkſome round. 2 - 
The ſoldiers whom I ſee increaſe my dread : 
Torches and arms are to my palace bronght, - 


* - 


— — — — ——— — ene, - 


A" TRAGEDY: ” x 
What danger threatens us? are Marius* days, 
Is Sylla's bloody age return'd once more? 
Wherefore that lowering brow, why do you turn 
Your blood- ſhot eyes to heaven nor look upon me. 
By all my love, even by thoſe ſecret tyes 
Which join our deſtiny, our hearts, our love 
In our ſon's name, a name to both ſo dear 
I ſpeak not of his mother's 'dangers-now, + i 
Alas ! I dread no dangers but your own : 
Compaſſionate the pangs which tear my heart; 
Explain yourſel. 

CATILINE:”” 8 
The ſacred rights of 8 
My Ps ail your own, the common cauſe 
Require theſe preparations which you dread. 

If you ſincerely love me, if your heart 
Be mine, paſs o'er in ſilence what you ſee, 
The cauſe of nobleſt Romans I eſpouſe, T7 
The ſenate and the people naw contend, _ fe 
Sedition reigns throughout the land, whilſt T' '' 
Take the beſt meaſures for the public good. 

| AURELIA, 
"Tis what I wiſh, but ſhould theſe words 40 
Can we then hide our hearts from thoſe we love? 
I feel new horrors at each word you ſpeak, 
Your eyes roll wildly with a diſmal glare. 
What will my father ſay when he beholds _ _ + -- - 4 
Theſe horrid preparations—oft the names, | 1 
Of fire and daughter he unmov'd has heard, 
His country's love engroſſing all his ſoul. 
He diſapproves our union, and my bliſs 
Appears a crime to his offended eyes. 


93 


1 
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„„ . ROME PRESERY” D: 


| He now prepares to quit Preneſte's walls. 
Good heavens what object ſhall ſalute his eyes ! 
Dear huſband do not thus abuſe the power 
Which love has given you o'er my faithful heart. 
You have a party, but my ſire, but Rome, 
The Conſul, CIckRo, the Gods themſelves 
The adverſe party have embrac'd, perhaps 
Noxx1vs this day your ruin may effect, 
CATILINE. | 
No, fear him not, he will not come to day.) 
AURELIA, 


How ſay you———— 
| CATLINE. 

to the walls of ome 

Without. repel both for his ſon ang daughter 

He'll ne er approach—T'll not explain ye 

But ftill remember that his intereſt 

In every circumſtance is join'd with mine. 

Believe me, when with him | ſhare the ſpoils 

Gain'd by juſt projects and in freedoms cauſe, 

He gladly in my preſence will renounce 


h The haughty tyrants whom he now obeys, | 

| Truſt to my cares, I'll open to you both 7 
| A ſource of greatneſs which ſhall never fail. 4 
| AURELFA. | 1 
% The glory's doubtful but the danger ſure. 4 


Ah! wherefore would you then controul your fate? | 4 
Can't it ſuffice that you in peace and war FI 


ny 
” 2 


—— —— 


| Are rank'd with potent ſov'reigns, at whoſe nod 9 
The trembling world implicitely obeys ? 1 
Why will you thus aſpire to fall from high ? | 1 
95 85 Diſmal 3 


A TRAGEDY. 


Diſmal Forebodings harrow up my ſoul, 
Too much I've lov'd my yoke, is this the peace, 
This the repoſe my fond, miſtaken heart 
Hop'd for in vain ?—the Gods have puniſh'd me 
And peace is baniſh'd from my anxious beaſt, 
Soon as my eyes in tranſient ſlumbers cloſe, 
Rome in a blaze I ſee, the murderous blade 
By ruffians wav'd, deaths, tortures, floods of gore 
That deluge all the ſtreets—l ſee my fire 
In the full ſenate maſſacreed—yourſelf 
Surrounded by a troop with fury fir d 
Breathing your laſt upon a heap of lain, 
My blood pour'd out from wounds your hand had given 
Your ſpouſe in fine expiring by your ſide. 
I riſe, from theſe dire images I fly, 
I run, I call you midſt the ſhades of night, 
Alas ! when found, you plunge me once again 
Into that dreadful gulph of woes preſag'd. 
CATILINE. 

Dreams cannot ſcare the ſoul of CATILINE z 
Not murmurs vain but courage is requir'd, 
When I prepare to ſerve the tate and you. 

| AURELIA, 


Ah! cruel man is't thus you ſerve the ſtate ? 


If your deſigns were generous, you ſure 

Would not conceal them from your faithful ſpouſe 
Our common intereſt claim'd this confidence 3 

I juſtly may ſuſpect you if you feign : 

You ruſh on ruin—CicteRo whom Rome 
Reveres as tho” her guardian deity 

Suſpects you 
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8” ROME PRESERV'D: 
85 CATILINE. 
——— —His ſuſpicions I deſpiſe, 


SCENSE IV, 
MaARTIAN, Avzziia, CATILINE, 


2 MaRTIAN. 
The Conſul to this fatal place draws nigh 


The ſenate by his order is to meet, 


Something to you he would impart—— 


—_ AURELIA. 
* New dread 
Seizes my ſoul, to hear this ſudden order. 
CATILINE. 


Can then the name of Cicero inſpire 


My wife with fear? Let Nonxn1vus bend the knee 


And proſtitute his rank to pleaſe the Conſul. 

I look for nobler ſentiments from you, 

Forget not that your ever-fam'd fore-fathers 

Their maſters choſe at wil', at will depos'd. 

Can then a woman ſprung from NERo's blood 

Be thus a ſtranger to ambitious pride? 

Great minds will {till aſpire 
AURELIA. 

You think me weak, 

You think that cruelty alone's intrepid; 

You even reproach me with my tender fears ! 


The Conſul comes, farewell, you'll know me ſoon 


You ſoon ſhall ſee this wife whom you deſpiſe, 
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Who cannot change, who cannot move your heart, 
: ls more than you a Roman and can die. 
1 CATILINE. 
How many various ſorrows tear my heart! 
I ſee the Conſul come but ſee unaw'd. 


SCENE V. 
Cicero and CaTILINE. 
CIicERro. | 4 


Before the Senate meets, I come once more 

To break if poſſible your ſtrong deluſion, 

And make you ſhun the ruin that impends. 
CATILINE, 


What you 
 CicERoO. 
— — Myſelf. 
CATILINE. 
bus than your friendſhip, 
Cictro. 
Rather ſay my pity, 
With fruitleſs clamours and with loud complaint 
You long have made the capitol reſound. 
You ſay that Rome diſgrac'd the power ſupreme, 
When ſhe conferr'd the conſulſhip on me. 
Thou vile competitor how couldft thou dare 
To ſeek that place, a place to virtue due. 
Could then your courage, could your noble birth, 
Could your ambitious prodigality, 
The feaſts your luxury profuſe beſtow'd 
* C Supply 
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10 ROME PRESERV'D: 
Supply the place of merits, make you hope 
To rule a people horn to reign o'er. kings? 

I would perhaps have yielded, had you ſhewn 
A Virtue equal to ſo high a rank. 

You might have been Rome's prop; er you alains- 
The conſulſhip, become a citizen. 

Think you to ſap my glory and my. power 
Whilſt thus you vilify my birth and mock 
The cares I take to fave. the land from ruin? 
In this corrupted age, this time of danger, 
Rome wants not names, tis virtue ſhe n, 
Virtue is all my glory, and I claim 

No honour from my anceſters renown :. 

The grandeur of my race in me begins, 
Beware leaſt that of yours ſhould end in you. 


CATILINE. $M 


Thou ſovereign of a year, thou doſt preſume 
Too much upon a tranſitory power. 

CICERO. 
Thou now wouldſt groan in chains, if. I had us'd 
That power; thou ever art the villain's prop, 
Erom ſacrilege our altars are not ſafe, 
Aſſaſſination is your horrid toy; 
You brave all perils and you break all Jaws, 
And were it not for me might well be fear'd. 
The talents which the Gods endow'd. you with, 
To vileſt purpoſes you have abus d; 
Addreſs and courage, genius, eloquence 
Are all in you the in ſtruments of crime. 
My eyes ſtill watchful for the public good 
From you I turn'd aſide, nor did my voice 
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A TRAGEDY.” 11 
Fear'd by the bold and by the weak implor d 
With Verres yet rank CATILIN E but now 
Become more daring by impunity 
You have attempted to ſubvert the ſtate. 
Thro* Tuſcany and Rome diſorder reigns: 
Ombria takes arms, Preneſte is beſieg'd, 
For carnage Sy!la's ſoldiers thirſt again. 
And quitting their retreat ruſh on to laughter, 
Mallius has armed their audacius hands ; 
The guilty partners of their bloody deed 


Are your abettors ſecret or declar'd. 


Full well I know you are the rebels chief; 

All your deſigns lie open to my view; 

Know there are ſtill true Roman citizens, 
And your vile followers ſhall ſhortly feel 

The juſtice which they fear and would deſtroy, 
In me whom once you thought your rival, now 
Your judge and your accuſer you behold. 
Before the dread tribunal of the law, 

I ſoon will make you anſwer to my charge. 


CATILINE, 
My lord, Tr ve ſaid already that your place 
Suits ill with ſuch injurious terms as theſe ; 
But I o'er look your groundleſs jealouſy 
Jn favour of the ſtate our common care. 
Nay I approve your zeal which tho? unjuſt 
Deſerves reſpect ſince ſhewn in ſuch a cauſe, 
The ſallies of my youth you ſhould forget, 
'The Senate ſet the dire example, now 
Courage ſucceeds to blind temerity, 


C 2 This 


If ev'ry able warrior you diſtruſt, 

CæsAx and POMPEY, Craſus you ſhould charge: 
Why fix you ſtill on me your jealous eyes? 

Amongſt ſo many formidable chiefs 

Muſt I alone incur ſuſpicion ? Why 

Am I thus ſingled out? Can this be juſt ? 

CICERO. 
Full well you know tis what you have deſerv'd. 
__ Car1Line. "TR 

T' excuſe myſelf is to deſcend too low 

All my defence but irritates you more. 

If you addreſs me as a friend you err, 5 

Know CicERo I ever was thy foe: ; 

If as a citizen you meet me here, 

I am a citizen as well as you : 

If as a Conſul ſtill Pm not your ſlave, 

And in the open Senate will defy you. 


722 ROME PRESS ERV PD: 1 

This luxury and this exceſs that ſpring | 4 

From greatneſs ſhould be charged upon the times. 4 

Ki Conſider that this hand has ſerv'd the ſtate, 7 
I In Aka tribungiand: in Aich prewe 4 
| . Midſt all our luxury and factions fierce, N 

| | T've made Rome dreaded, and could I who once ; 
| Defended her abroad, betray at home ? 4 
ts | Cictro. 4 
1 Sylla and Marius Rome in aſhes laid, 4 
; Yet better might have made that boaſt than you. i 
Tyrants have ſtill ſome outward ſhew of virtue, 1 

Laws they ſupport at firſt and then deſtroy, N 

CATILINE. 1 
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A TRAGEDY. 489 
CICERO. 
1 there preſide to puniſh guilt, beware. 
But tho' I am the object of your hate 
I will protect you if you'r innocent. 
If you are innocent quit Rome 
CATILINE. 
— —No more; 
Too long T've ſuffer'd your injurous zeal ; 
But tho* I've borne ſo many inſults, know 
I'd think it the exceſs of infamy 


To be protected by a man like you. 


SCENE VI. 


Cickxo. 
Does then the traitor inſolently think 
By arrogance to clear himſelf from crime ? 
Not all thy art perfidious man ſhall hide, 
Thy ſecret motions from my prying eyes, 


SCENE VII. 
CictRo and Caro. 


CICERO. 
Caro, is Rome defended from the foe'? 
Caro. 
Your orders are obey'd, my vigilance 
Has call'd together all thoſe valiant knights 
Who to your ſtandard will repair the firſt ; 
The people and the Senate ſtill I dread. 
CiczRo. 


The Senate! 
Carol 


1 ROME PRE SERV D: 

| | | Caro. 

ich its greatneſs frantic grown 

Midſt faction forges chains to bind itſelf. 
Cicrro, 


Rome's vices have reveng'd the vanquiffid world, 


Our liberty now totters to it's fall. 
Bar Caro lives, we thould not yet defonir, 
Caro. 

Who ſerves his country oft is ill- repay'd, 

Vour ſhining merit has provok'd the Senate 

Who with a jealous eye its luſtre ſees. 
CICERO. 

 CarTo's eſteem ſhall be my recompence, 

I from the injuſtice of ſo baſe an age 

To thee and to poſterity appeal. 

Let's do our duty, Heaven will do the reſt. 

| ro 

But how can we reſiſt ihe torrents rage? 

When in this temple to fair virtue ſacred 

I ſee vile treaſon march with front erect. 

Who can believe that rebel Mallius 

A tribune of the ſoldiers would preſume 

To wage a civil war and to approach 


With impious ſteps towards this hajlow'd rampart M8 


Could he foment ſuch dangerous leagues if not 
Supported by the aid of thoſe in power: 

If ſome ſucceſſor of our antient tyrants 

Did not in ſecret blow diſſention's flame? 
Perhaps the Senators betray their truſt, 

From Sylla's aſhes tyrants may ariſe, 

My firſt ſuſpicions were on Cs AR fix d: 

Tis CASAR I accuſe 


Cicxo. 


A TRAGEDY: 
CICERO, 


And CATILINE 
Eager for. faction, alths and. innowition 
Fierce and extravagant, and full of guile, | 
More dangerous than CæsAR I efteem, 
More raſh and daring but leſs generous z 
Oft or by fraud conceal'd or open force 
This rival vain my ruin has conſpix d. 

But now he meditates ſome great attempt, 
I fear nat for myſelf but for the ſtate. 
He parted: hence juſt now and in his face 
In his diſcourſe preſumptuous fury reign'd, 
A ſoul reſolv'd and bent on deſperate acts 


He ſhew'd and ſpoke me like a foe declar'd, 


J will prevent his rage———— 
Caro. 

Rome is depeay 'd; 
But one great man may ward impending fate. 

| CICERO. 
If Caro ſeconds me, I muſt ſucceed, 
With eaſe united villains we'll defeat. 
Cæxsak may join them but I know his ſouls; 
With noble fire the ſoul of CÆsAR glows : 
His great ambition never will deſcend 
To ſerve a tyrant of all virtue void. 
No lord he'll bear in Rome which ſtill he loves 
But which in time I fear will feel his power. 
If CATiLINE can win him to his fide, | 
If he gains Cs An, he will have a rival: 
And to their diſcord Rome it's ſafety owe. 


We muſt be brief, ſince thus by traitors n d. 


Or elſe the empire of the world's enſlav d. 
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Aſpires to ſhare with you the power ſu preme. 


What ſays fierce Cx obus?! 


„ ROME PRESERV'D: 


ACT IL 8 II. 
Carl and Ceruecus 


CATILINE. 


Tur. hour draws near in which this daring hand 
Rome and the world at once ſhall ſet on fire. 


CETHEGUS. 
Lets ſeize the fatal moment leaſt it ſcape. 


J in the Conſuls heart had quickly plung'd 


'That he foreſees the blow we meditate, 
CATILINE. 

A ſtroke ſo premature would but alarm 

A people prone to change, would arm the Senate 

Now undetermin'd and irreſolute. 

O'er all their heads the ſtorm ſhould burſt at once: 

Rome and the Conſul ſhould together fall 

And the ſame ruin overwhelm them both, 

Does LENTULVs approach 
CErTHEGUS, | 

You may depend 

On LenTvuLvs, who with vain glory fir'd 


CATILINE, 


Then let him feed on hopes, his valour blind 3 


May be of ſervice, but it wants a guide, 


. 


+> 
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This dagger, had I but the leaſt ſurmis'd | 1 


A TRAGEDY. + - 
CETHEOQUS. 
—— ——CLoD1us if he could 
Would A the Roman idol, but his mind 
Still heſitates- 


CaTILINE. 

Methinks I know his _ 

When I am maſter he'!] declare himſelf, 

But CzsAR and AURLELIA vex my foul; 

I fain would calm the one, the other win. 
C'exrRHRE Os. 

CzsAR indeed may give you juſt concern, 

I never reckon'd on that haughty ſoul : 

But can a weeping woman make you fear ? 

Regard not her remorſe, or terrros vain. 

You like a maſter love, her and her love 

Conſpires to forward all our great deſigns. 

CATILINE. 

Remorſe poſſeſſes not my ſoul, much leſs 

Unmanly fear or pity for the ſtate, 

The ſecret tyes that bind me to a ſpouſe 

Whom I adore, an infant ſon, the tears 

Of his ſad mother and a heart that doats 

Upon me and may pay for hapleſs love 

By death—are ſubjects that awake my fear. 

Shall I ſay more, th' unwilling homage which 

Her virtue forces from my dauntleſs heart 

That ſecret veneration which I ſtrive 

To hide and act the lordly huſband's part, 

Hence ſprings my trouble and that cruel conflict 

Which combat fierce and carnage muſt appeaſe. 

D CETHEGUS, 


Can ſhe betray us? 
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is ROME PRESERV?D: 
CgTHEGUS, 


CATILINE. PET” 
| Ne No, I know her heart, 
But ſhe has penetrated our deſigns, 
And the dire proſpect has appall'd her ſoul. 
Tis ſtrange that Roman prejudice ſhould {ill 
Enſlave a ſoul inſtructed by myſelf. 
Oh Rome ! Oh liberty ! two powerful names, 


In my own houſe muſt Patriots then be found. 


CETHEGUs. 

Lets think of CæsAR now, this precious time 
Should not be waſted on domeſtic cares, 
If Cæs AR to the voice of friendſhip deaf 
Refuſe the offer'd greatneſs, muſt his name 
In the black lift of the preſcrib'd be plac'd ? 
Muſt CæsAR with the Conſul be condemn'd ? 

 CATILINE. 
If all my artifice cannot prevail 
To make him an accomplice, in a word 
Should Czsar prove inflexible— we then 
An enemy ſo dreaded muſt diſpatch. 
But LENTULUs haſtes hither— in his eyes 
I read the agitation of his ſoul, 


r 


CarIIIN E, LENTULUS, CETHEGOs. 


LENTULUS, 
Your legions now advance, but do you know 
What's acting here within theſe odious walls? 


CATILINE 
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A TRAGEDY. 


CATILINE. 
1 know the Conſul's dark diſtruſt gives way 
To fears call'd prudence by his vanity. 
Perplex'd this pilot holds the helm of power, 
And inſtaat ruin dreads from ev'ry wind. 
He drives at random, to the current yields, 
And ſcarcely knows from whence the tempeſt comes, 
CEE __LenruLvs. 
He yet foreſees the ſtorm, for Roman knights 
Have ſeiz'd the roads that lead to Mars's field, 
Petreius has poſſeſs d the Colline gate. 
To Terracina and Preneſte troops 
Are ſent the Conſul ſoon will know your arm, 
CATILINE. 


He'll know the hand when he receives the blow: 


Rome in one hour ſhall be involv'd in flames: 
The Conſul's oppoſition will be vain. 

Fear not the Senate, there diviſion reigns, 
With ſecret joy they will betray their chief 
This factious monſter with ſo many heads 
Proud of nobility, of Conqueſts more, 

Is tortur'd even to madneſs to behold, 


The lords of earth reſpect an upſtart vile: 
LucurtLus, CLopivs and even CzsaAR's ſelf 
Like us cry out againſt his power ſupreme. 

This haughty Samnite thinks to give them laws, 
And in the Senate has more foes than I; 
CAsAR and Craſus hate him, on my aim 
And envy's power I for ſucceſs depend 

The Conſul like a man expiring makes 

A feeble effort ſoon to fink in death. 


D 2 LENTULUS- 
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Lxrurus. 
Tis true we hate him, but his eloquence 
Is powerful and can captivate the heart, 
| + Make envy pale with fear and hate ſubdue 
| I fear him in the Senate 


CATILINE. 


Ev'ry where 
T hear with ſcorn his loud, injurious cries, 
Let him declaim till his laſt moment comes: 
Applauded by the Senate let him die. 
We muſt aſſemble now our valiant bands 
Who with impatience wait the fatal hour. 
Mean time encourage my deſponding wife ; 
/ Make our great views familiar to her mind; 
But keep her from this place for much I fear 
Leaſt love ſhould drive her into wild deſpair. 
This dreadful moment does not ſuit with tears, 
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Her rigid virtue cauſes my alarms. 
CxsAR approaches, leave me, for I mean 
Once more to ſound that fierce ambitious ſoul. 


SCENE III. 


CArILINVE ond Cxsan. 


CATILINE. 
And can it Cæs Ax be, that you with whom 
In Sylla's time I ſhar'd a common fate, 
You whoſe great deſtiny my voice preſag'd, 
You born to be one day the firſt in Rome, 


Are now at laſt become the firſt of ſlaves 
| | To 
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A TRAGEDY. 2r 


To a Plebeian infolent and mean? 

I know it well you hate him and your eye 

Can penetrate the project Rome revolves, 

Then wherefore do you hefitate and why 

Do you not help us to unbind our chains ? 

The fate of all the world e'en now depends, 
Can Cs AR then ſtand by and ſee the change? 
Is then your jealouſy of PomPey ceas'd ? 

Does CaTo now no more excite your hate ? 


And can you meanly at our altars ſerve 


While CICER©O the reins of empire holds ? 

Whilſt he who long upon Fibrena's banks 

Obſcurely dwelt is rais'd above you now ? 

Still will you to theſe haughty tyrants bend? 

To ſoft Lucullus who of glory tir'd. 

Waſtes in voluptuous eaſe his life away : 

To Craſus with his riches gorg'd, who {till XL 

Eagerly graſps at greater opulence. 

Where-e'r you turn your eyes ſee Rome a prey 

To vile corruption or to open force. 

Behold theſe abject conquerors diſpute 

With factious rage the blood of vanquiſh'd nations, 

Loudly the world your aid implores, will you 

Bury your courage in inglorious ſloth ? 

Tis Rome that ſpeaks will you not hear her voice? 

My profter'd friendſhip why do you reject ? 
CESAR. 

If by the Senate you are hardly us'd 


Your cauſe I will defend, you may command 
| My 
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88 aid: tis all you can expect from me. 

| CATILINE. 
And is your friendſhip then reduc'd to this, 
Will you defend my cauſe by words alone ? 
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 Ca8aAR. | ""M 
Your projects J have weigh'd and will not thwart 4 
I may applaud them but I cant embrace. 7 

CATILINE. 


I fee your aim, you are reſolv'd to ſtand 
An unconcern'd ſpectator till ſucceſs 
Crown either party, then declare yourſelf 


1 * 2 
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And reap the product of our civil war. 3 
CaSAR 4 

You much miſtake me, I a danger wait F 
More worthy of my fierce, undaunted heart, | 4 


My hate for CaTo and the jealouſy 

Which PomPey's laurels to my ſoul impart, 
The honour and the rank of Cricrtro, 
Have fir'd my emulation; to the Rhine 


The Seine and Tagus conqueſt calls me now, = 10 
CATILINE. 5 

O'er Rome firſt triumph, crown'd with victory 4 
To morrow we may thither march together. A 
CASAR. = 

Your projeQ's great, perhaps tis unadvis'd - | 
Tis worthy of it's author, but it tends | 4 
To * you and I therefore muſt reject it. 3 
CATILINE. F | 
Wherefore reject it | & 
| CAR I 


— N 


A TRAGEDY. 23 
CESAR. | 
Czsar ne'r ſhall ſtoop 
To ſerve as ſubſtitute to CaTILINE. 
CATILINE. 
To ſhare with mighty Cz$ar's all I aſk. 
| CSA. 
The power ſupreme no partnerſhip admits. 
Quit the vain thought, believe me Cs AR ne'er 


Shall grace the triumphs of proud CaTILINE. 


I am your friend, and ſuch I will remain, 

But my friend n'er my maſter ſhall become. 

PoMPEy might claim that honour but this arm 

Should he attempt to gain it, will oppoſe him, 

Sylla whoſe valour you poſſeſs, whoſe rage 

My ſoul deteſts, Sylla enſlav'd the tate, 

But what he ſeiz'd was to his merit due, 

The Helleſpont receiv'd his yoke, his name 

Made the Euphrates tremble, he ſubdued 

Aſia and Mithridates own'd his power. 

What have you done? What ſtates, what rivers, ſeas 

Have you reduc'd, what monarchs caſt in chains? 

What victories have rais'd you to renown. 

He who would rule oe'r Rome ſhould firſt have ſerv d. 

My fate I know not, but ſhould I be forc'd, 

One day the reins of empire to aſſume, 

I would not think that victory my due 

Till I had rais'd their glory to it's height: 

I would be worthy of them and their chains 

Cover'd with laurels ſhould inſpire reſpect. 
CATILINE. 


I offer 3 means, What was that chief | 
That 
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That Sylla who poſſeſs d imperial ſway ? 
He led an army, I have rais'd one too, 


| I have created what he found with eaſe; 
He of the times avail'd himſelf and I 


Can make the times conſpire with my deſigns, 
In fine he rul'd and empire is my aim; 

Will you then bow to CicERo's power and live 
His courtier or conſent with me to reign ? 


CASAR. 


Th' alternative diſpleaſes, tis no time 


To counterfeit, the Conſul I eſteem, 

But neither love nor fear him, thee I love 
Thou haſt my friendſhip but I fear thee not. 
Divide the Senate, the ungrateful pull 
From their bad eminence but never hope, 


That to your empire Cs AR will ſubmit. 


PI keep your ſecret, on my faith rely, 


Il ferve the ſtate, but not betray my friend. 


SCENE IV. 


CATILINE felus. 


If CASA will not aid me, let him fall 

A victim to the cauſe he ſhould have prop'd. 
Sylla his ruin fought, he knew him well : 
Before that powerful genius mine ſtands check'd | 
Fil do what Sylla dar'd not to attempt. 
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A TRAGEDY. " as 
SCENE V. 
_ Cariline, LExrurus, CETHEGUS.. 


Lxxrurus. 
Is CzsAR to our cauſe a friend or foe? 
___ CATILINE. 
His friendſhip offers us but feeble aid. 
We'll firſt make uſe of him and then deſtroy. 
Supports more worthy we can boaſt, behold 


The heroes who embrace our glotious cauſe. 


SCENE VI. 


CarilLIxE, the ConspiRaToRs, CeTarcrs, 
LENTULOS, 


_ CaATILINE. 
Approach brave warriers, whoſe undaunted ſouls, 
Can laws to deſtiny itſelf preſcribe, 
Who vanquiſh mighty kings and Rome defend. 
Come my true friends, who liberty aſſert ; 
Shortly the God who ſeconds our deſigns 
With the worlds ſpoils your daring will reward, 
Till now unhappy victors you have toil'd 
To nouriſh floth and tyrants to enrich. 


Tigranes you and Pontus haughty lord 


Subdu'd and ſtain d Euphrate's waves with blood 

To ſwell the pride of worthleſs Senators, 

Who baſely their ſupports oppreſs and great 

By your aſſiſtance think you recompenc d | 
$7 E „ 
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| If at diſtance you adore their power. 

But now the hour of vengeance is at hand. 

I do not to your valour offer toils 

Exempt from danger; well I know you'd ſcorn 

Inglorious murder, conqueſt cheaply won : 

Combats I to your generous hearts propoſe, 

Go, ſacrifice your foes to inſtant death 

Enter their palaces, ſtrike, burn, deſtroy 

Thoſe who defend their lives, but oh ! my friends 

Let unanimity arid concord firm 

Conſpire to make our great deſigns ſucceed. 

Our troops now ſeize Prenefte, the remains 

Of Sylla's formidable hoſt advance | 

By devious paths from Tuſcany to Rome. 

Soon they ' Il arrive, I'll head the daring band; 

Without, within Rome ſhortly will be ours : 

Ee'n at the foot of the fam'd capital: 

A glorious field, Petreius I'll engage. 

There by the rights which victory confers 

We ſhall in triumph gain imperial ſway, 

The throne by Rome's unworthy ſons prophan'd 

In their own blood we'll waſh, Caſſius the gates 

Will open to me—ſay ſhall we obtain 

The gladiators and the veterans 

Who now grow weary of inglorious ſloth ? 
LenTULUs. 

Soon as night ſpreads her veil to hide their march 

Myſelf will be their leader; in this place 

Far the approaching fight I'll arm their hands. 
CATILINE. 


Say MARTIAN, bave you ſeiz'd the Celian mount ? 
MarTIAN» 


A TRAGEDY. 27 
MARTIAN. | 
The guards are gain'd, that quarter is ſeeur d. 
CATILINE. 
Do you in aſhes lay mount Aventine; 
When Mallius waves his banners in the air, 
The torches at that dreadful ſignal light : 
Let the proſcribꝰd be maſſacr d and firſt 
Let CictRo fall victim to your rage: 
Let Cs AR bleed, on CaTo wreak revenge. 
With them the Senate falls and then ſucceſs 
Muſt crown our arms. The prudence which ſo much 
Thoſe conſcript fathers boaſt een now gives way 
To our prevailing fortune, in theſe walls, 
In their own temple, and before their eyes 
At leiſure their deſtruction we prepare, 
Do not begin th' alarm too ſoon, the blood 
Of the profcrib'd ſhould firſt be ſhed. Attack d 
And vanquiſh'd in one moment let them fall. 
The fate of all the earth on you depends, 
| We dont conſpire, we wage an open war; 
We reaſſume our rights and juſtly ſeize 
The conquer d world whereof we were depriv 'd. 
[Tz Cethegus and Lentulus, 
Tou the cotrivers of theſe great deſigns 
Enter the Senate, view the victims doom'd 
By your brave hands to bleed, again you'll hear 
The Conſul's voice, but ſoon he'll ſpeak his laſt, 
You noble Romans ſwear upon this ſword 
Which ſoon in blood of tyrants ſhall be ſtain'd, 


dyyear W to die or vanquiſh with your chief. 
B 2 CETHEGUS: 
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CETHEGUs. 
We ia] it both by Rome and by yourſelf. 
Another CONSPIRATOR. 


Periſh the Senate f 


Crus. 
May the traitor whe 


Delays our great revenge, that moment periſh. 
Let him who heſitates, transfix*'d with wounds 
Fall by the hands of all our faithful friends. 
| | CATILINE. 
Come on my valiant friends, this night proud Rome 
Shall fall your prey, tis Fate's eternal doom. | 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


Cariling, CETHEGUs, MARTIAN, SEPTIMIUS) 
ond FREEDMEN, . 25 


CATILINE. 
] S all prepar'd and does our hoſt advance? 
MARTIAN, 
It does my lord, the faithful Mallius comes 
Theſe walls to flames devoted he'll ſurround ; 
The neceſſary orders are receiv'd. 
Our eagar friends in crowds to laughter run, , 
Their courage murmurs at the leaſt delay. 
The moment deſtin'd for Rome's fall preſcribe. 
CATILINE, 
As ſoon as I forſake the Senate -houſe. 
Begin the ſanguinary ſacrifice : | 
With barbarous blood of the profcrib'd this day 
This bloody day your hands ſhall conſecrate. 
MaRTIAN that devious path with care obſerve, 
Leaſt emiſſaries by the Conſulſent 
Should pry into our dreadful myſteries. 
CETHEQUS. 
Perhaps we by a premature attack, 
Muſt in the Senate take him off wWhate 'r 
We purpoſe he prevents and Rome alarm d. 
CATILINE, 
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By many of the Senate tis beliey d. 


9 ROME PRESE RV*'D: 


CATILINE. 


Does he defeat what Mallius purpoſes ? 


Prevent my army's coming, unappall'd 
See Mallius arm'd and active in my cauſe. 


And ĩs it fitting I ſhould owe ſucceſs 


To ruffian violence not victory. 

My ſchemes are noble as they're well-concerted 
On Sylla's ſoldiery I moſt reby. 

When raſh adventurers, when men obſcure 
Form the rude tyes of an unſkilful plot, 

One ſingle ſpring that fails deſtroys their work: 
But of men cult'd from human kind and ſuch 


As we may boaſt ourſelves, the deep deſigns, 


Thoſe crimes of daring ſouls, this choſen band 
Of dauntleſs heroes and this glorious choice 
Of Mars's fons, whoſe valour oft ſubdued 
Oppoling monarchs, all theſe hidden ſprings 
Which counterwork the Conſul's prudent care, 


A fire which ſhortly in a blaze ſhal! wrap 


The Alps, the Apennines, the Eaſt and Weſt 

Which Rome itſelf ſhall nouriſh, nothing quench | 

On this our fate depends, what need we fear? 
CETHEGUS. 


Say is Preneſte by our party gain d? 
C CarIIINX. 


| Twas my firſt ſtep and the ſevereſt ſtroke 


Which by my means the Conſul has rectiv'd 
Whilft Nonnius ſinks. oppreſs d beneath my power 
I ſpread abroad a rumour that himſelf 

Was the contriver of the whole deſign. 


= 


Before 


— 


Before true information is acquir'd, 

Before the Senate in debate ſo flow 

Perceives the ſnare I've laid for it; my hoſt. 

Shall enter Rome and then the world is ours. 

This I may hope, but in our enterprize ” 
The perils which I can unmov'd behold 

Would ſhock too much AURELIA's tender breaſt, 
No object which may touch our ſouls, ſhould here 
Remain, from Rome my wife and fon I've ſent 

And thus deliver'd from that tender care. 


SCENE I, 
CATILINE, AURELIA, CETHEGus, 


AURELA with a letter in her hand. 
Read here thy deſtiny and mine, thy guilt 
And ſentence—read this letter 
| CATILINE, | 
bat raſh hand. 
ſee it is thy father's character. 
AURELIA. 
Peruſe the letter 


CATILINE reads. 

Ay life bas been protracted too” long, a daughter whom 
1 love will ſporten my days, I am ſeverely puniſb' d in 
my old age for having weakly conſented to a deſtructive 

marriage; I am inform'd of the execrable deſigns of 
yeur huſband : Cæſar who has betray'd us has attempted 
to ſeize Preneſte, you have help'd to promate their de- 


te/table 


—— 


But how eould Nonnius penetrate deſigns 


Till you return to reign and I am lord. 
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teftable treaſon, ungrateful girl repent or periſh with 
them. 0 
| To Cethegus, 


Which to the Conſul fill remain unknown: 
CETHEOUS, 

This may prove fatal. — 

CATILINE, 

| — may help our cauſe. 
i [To Aurelia, 

Tis now no time to feign, declare the whole. 
I've rais'd an army in my on defence: 
Will you in ſuch a dreadful day prefer 
A father to a huſband who implores, 


Far the * time implores your friendly aid. 


AURELIA, | 
What do you afk then? 
CariLINE. 
That henceforth my fate 
May be the . object of your care 
Aſſume more noble ſentiments, ſuch zeal 
As Marius' wife or Sylla's would have ſhewn: 


- Know that my army which with filent ſteps 


Approaches, in an hour will be arriv'd. 
Then let the conſort of Rome's chief betimes 
Learn to enjoy the honours due to power. 

Go hence and to the heroes bear my ſon 
Deſtin'd one day to ſhine in glorious war 3 
Nor ever to theſe hated walls return 


AURELIA, 
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| AuRELIA. 
Tis then decreed that Rome this day muſt fall. 
| CATILINE, X 
Yes this day on my foes I'll wreak revenge 
My plot is now mature 
AURELIA. * 
——Begin by me: 
Such murder is well worthy CATILINE. 
Strike, by thy hand I'd rather fall baſe man 
Than live the partner ot thy horrid crimes. 
CATILINE. 
Dear wife with reſolution arm thy mind. 
CETHEGUS. 
Plunge not a friend, a huſband in deſpair, 
Our meaſures now are ta'en and difdence 
May overturn our well concerted ſcheme. 
AURELIA. 
The moment that my eaſy heart receiv'd 
The poiſon of your counſels ſeal'd my ruin; 
You have ſeduc'd me, to your black deſigns 
Averſe but led aſtray by paſſion's force; 
And it inhances your atrocious crimes 
To have prophan'd the ſacred power of love. 
In all the blindneſs which my ſoul deplores 
A ray of reaſon till affords it's light, 
And makes me bluſh that your deteſted art 
Could thus my weak credulity abuſe. 
From love my guilt took rife, but I no more 
Will with a traitor's impious views conſpire ; 
I here renounce thy vows, thy faith, thy love, 
Strike this devoted breaſt and drag thro Rome, 
Drag midſt the flames thy rage prepares to kindle 
2 F = Thy 
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Thy dying wife — be that thy firſt exploit. 
With me the hapleſs infant ſacrifice 
Which angry Gods have granted to your prayers. 
Leaſt the curſt knot which now unites our fatz 
Should leave in Rome a ſon like ſuch a fire. 
CATILINE, 
Is this the tender love you ſwore to me ? 
Do you take part then with my foes declar'd ? 
In the moſt juſt and glorious war that e'er 
Fix'd the world's fate, when I defy at once 
The ſtern CaTo, Pour and the Conſul, 
Muſt I find till more enemies at home? 
Muſt notions vain which a weak fire inſtill'd 
- Into your infancy againſt me arm 
My wife and make her mingle threats with fear ? 
AURELIA. 
I threaten DEI tremble for thy life : 
My paſſion 7 the tranſports of my rage 


Prevails uſe not ſuch an ardent love. 
| CATILINE. 
This timid language much provokes my ſcorn, 1 


Speak not to me of terror or of peace. 

Such words inſult me; tho' I love thee well 

Think not that I will ever ſacriſice 

To love's ſeducing power my generous friends, 

My ſchemes, my party and imperial ſway. 

To a bright diadem your feeble eyes 

You dare not lift, judge therefore of my love 
Since what you durſt not hope for I beſtow, 

But know 


AURELIA-. 
— OI crown to o which thy ſoul aſpires, ' 
Object. 
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Object of ſcorn to each true ſon of Rome 

I'd tear with indignation from my brow 

And fpurn the hated emblem of diſgrace, » _ 
Do you hear this unmov'd, and can your love 


Let me inſult you with impunity ? 
Thy wife ſhould fall firſt victim to thy rage 


Whoſe love would ſtop thee 1 in the road to guilt, 
I Aly this moment= 


SCENE III. 
CaTILINE, AURELIA, LENTULUS, Cxrnzcus. 


Lxxrulus. 
All our hopes are now 

Blaſted and ruin o'er our heads impends. 
What do I hear, her father is in Rome. 

CATILINE, 
Does then Preneſte yet remain untaken 
Is Nonnius of our enterprize inform'd, 
One of our confidents has been ſurpriz'd 
And on the rack has told our whole deſign. 
Our views are known and all defence is vain, 
Nonnius will ſoon accuſe me; CIicERO 
Already knows to much, no hope remains. 
| AuRELIA. 

Bchold the fruit of thy enormous crimes, 
Theſe are the great deſigns that aſk'd my aid, 
Thus end your hopes of empire and a throne ! 
Are your eyes open'd ! are you undeceiv'd ? 

CATILINE, 


This change of fortune takes me unawares; | 
a Doſt 


- 
— — we wot oath a4 Adi. - - 
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Would ſuch a deed approve, but ſtill my heart 


Doſt thou betray me? 
| | AURELIA, 

ON ST, So perhaps I ought, 

My country calls for vengeance, and the Gods 


Not always by my ſexes weakneſs ſway'd 
Would fain reclaim thee and preſerve us both. 
Free from thy fury I thy courage boaſt : 

Love makes me brave; the danger I foreſaw : 
It now is come, I'll ſhare it with my ſpouſe ; 
Pll to my Sire and by perſuaſive art 
Force him to ſave thy life or take my own ; 
His love for me will ſtrongly plead thy cauſe 
And make the rigid patriot relent. 

T'll to the Conſul terms of peace propoſe : 
The Conſul fears thee and the Senate loves, 
CæsAR ſupports thee, all reſpect thy name 
And gladly will believe thee innocent: 

They eaſily find Pardon who are fear'd. 
With heart fincere repent of all that's paſt ; 
Repentance only can preſerve you now; 

It ſhocks your pride, but may from ruin fave: 
But I'll procure thee time what'er befall 

To quit the city or defend thyſelf. 

Tho' black thy crimes, I all reproach forbear, 
Diſtreſs'd Vil ſerve whom guilty I belov'd 

I'll die to fave thy glory and thy life, 
Farewell and firmly on my faith rely : 


CATILINE. 


Beſet with dangers what ſhall I reſolve ? 


AURELIA ſtop, fate changes, ſo mult I, 


I yield ; your arguments have touch'd my heart : 
Remember 


E 
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Remember that you'r bound by ſtronger tyes | 
Jo love your huſband than revere your Sire. 


|  AvURELIA, 
I ev'ry duty will diſcharge at once, 
I'm daughter, wife and citizen of Rome, 
T'll act as ſuch, and let it be thy care 
To imitate a conduct pure as mine. 


SCENE IV. 
CarTiLINE, CETHEGUS, LENTULUS, FREEDMEN» 


CETHEGUS. 
No, thy undaunted courage ne'er will bend; 
By oppoſition yet more dreadful made, 
Altho' Preneſte's loft, tho* Were accus'd, 
We may become the maſters of the ſtate ; 
We'll ſhake it's ſafety tho' in dungeons bound: 
So many men of note eſpouſe our cauſe, 


Our party is too powerfu! to be quell'd. 


LENTULUS. 


Before the ſignal we may be ſurpriz d: 

At midnight when the Senate is diſſolv'd, 
Our party is to meet and ftrike the blow, 
What muſt we do? 


CETHEGUS. 

You tremble CATILIxx, 

And filence has ſeal'd up your pallid lips. 
CATILINE. 


I ſhudder at the ſtroke that Fate requires. 
LENTULUS» 
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-LenTuLUs. 
1 hope but little from AuREL1A's aid, 
Tat fall with glory's all that now remains. 


CaT1LINE. 


I watch the moments, I with a careful eye 


The place contemplate, whilſt AurEL1a pleads 
My cauſe and tries to gain her rigid Sire, 

His rage muſt be ſuſpended for a while; 

The Conſul elſewhere is detain'd, my friends 

All may be well, let not your courage droop. 


Convey with ſpeed the inſtruments of death, 


At once the Freedmen, Slaves and Ruffians arm. 
From the repoſitory under ground, 

Bring forth the ſtore of arms I have prepar'd. 
Prudent Septimius, Freed man brave and true, 
Thee MarxTian whom an equal zeal inflames, 
Obſerve with care AuRELIA and her Sire; 

And in the moment that you ſee them part, 
Accoſt the father, of his daughter ſpeak, 

Both for his family and him diſplay 

Much zeal, thus lead him to the path obſcure 
Which joins the road of Tibur, ſudden then 


The favourable moment ſeize and plunge, 


Your daggers in his heart. what do I ſee! - 


SCENE 


A TRAGEDY... a 
SCENE V. 


Cictro, CAaTILINE, CETHEGUS, LENTULUS, - 
FREEDMEN, LICTORS. 


CICERO. 
Stop thou audacious, ſtop thou guilty man z 
What doſt thou meditate ? CETHEGUs ſpeak ; 
Freedmen and Senators why meet you thus ? 
CATILINE. 
Soon in the Senate you may be inform'd, 
GD CETHEGUS. - 
Your efforts vain we can with eaſe repell. 
LEeNnTULUS, 
Soon ſhall thy infolence be at an end 
And Tullius“ fon no longer queſtion thus! 
| CICERO, 
Who are theſe daring, theſe preſumptuous men ? 
Are they in rank thy equals, do the laws 
Oblige me with reſpect to treat their guilt ? 
And has the ſtate alone a right to quell them ? 
Load them with irons, dragg them quickly hence, 
"48 CATILINE. 
Thou doſt ſubvert the liberty of Rome; 
By ſeizing citizen's upon ſurmiſe. 
CicxRo. 
They ſhare thy crimes and that's ſufficient cauſe : 
Dread the ſame fate, Lictors with ſpeed obey. 
| CATILINE, 
Inſulting foe exert thy violence, 
| Abuſe 
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Abuſe thy place, the preſent time is thine; 
But know an after-reckoning remains. 

| Ciczro. | 
Extort the truth from thoſe fell traitor's mouths, 


Their maſters ſoon like treatment ſhall receive. 


Pre ſent for Nonnius 3 thy deſigns he knows. 
Pve guarded Rome, Preneſte is my own. 
Soon ſhall the world behold thy artifice 
Defeated by my vigilance and care. 

I come not to adviſe thee to repent 

But to apprize thee that thy doom is nigh. 

Go with thy band of cut-throats, if thou durſt, 
Amongſt the Senators aſſume thy place. 


SCENE VL 


CaTILINE, CETHEGUS, LENTULUS, 


CETHECGUS. 
Muſt we then ſink oppreſs'd and over-power'd 
By his ſtrong efforts muſt our projects fail, 
And muſt our genius to the Conſul's yield? 


CATILINE. 
My foul ſhall to the laſt defy his power. 
He ſtrives his agitation to conceal, 
And dives into our projects, but in vain. 
Our friends will give him new perplexity, 
With falſe reports they will diſtract his mind, 
CazsaRr's accus'd, the Senate is alarm'd, 
Tumult and upproar ev'ry where prevail: 


The | 
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The troops of Mallius to the gates approach, 
March boldly on and victory is ours. | 


LENTULUS. 
Nonnius will CIcERO's ſurmiſe confirm. 
CATILINE. 
He will not ſee the Conſul, hence with ſpeed, 
March to the Senate, ſpeak with confidence 
And to my care our common vengeance leave. 
Delays are fatal ——— _ 
| CETHEGUS, 


| Eagerly I fly. 
CATILINE. | 
Ye Gods keep griev'd AURELIa from my fight, 


Leaſt by her view my courage be ſuppreſt, 
Leaſt female ſoftneſs ſhould invade my breaſt. 


End of the third A C T. 
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zz 


ACN SCENE U 


We Stage repreſents the Place in which the 


Senate was to meet. 
CxTaecus, LENTULUS. 


LEXTULUS, 


HE fathers-of the ſtate to Senate call'd, 
Now tremble with anxiety and dread, 
Theſe fearful tyrants long delay to come. 
|  CETHEGUS, 
He who eſteems himſelf Rome's oracle, 
Still occupied by unavailing cares, 
Now queſtions Septimus by whom deceiv'd 
His meaſures he retards thro' vain alarms, 
Would to the Gods the carnage was begun, 
LEexnTULUs. 
I own I fear the ſpirit of the Senate, 
The ſacred prejudice of patriotiſm 
That antient veneration which the love + 
Due to a country always muſt excite. 


CETHEGUS. 
The name of Patriot is unmeaning now, 


Idly men prate about their countries god : 
That zeal which animated ages paſt == 


* 


= 
-— 
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Glows, it is true, in ſtoick boſoms ſtill, i 
All others wiſh your enterprize ſucceſs, 
The Conſul's honours jealouſy excite, 
Caro has loſt his influence, Cs AR fayonrs 
Our party, Rome muſt ſoon receive our yoke. 
| LENTULUS. 


But how fares CATILINE ? Perhaps he's ruin'd, 


CETHEGUS, 
You'll ſoon behold him wreak a great revenge. 


LexTULUs. 

Yet Nonnius dreaded even by CATILINE——— 
CETHEGUS, 

My friend break off for look where CaTo comes. 


SCENE II. 


Caro enters the Senate with Lucullus, Craſſus, 
Favonius, Clodius, Murena, Cæſar, 
Catulus, Marcellus, Sc. 


Caro /ooking upon the two Conſpirators. 


Doubtleſs Lucullus this cloſe conference 
From ſome affair of wait muſt take it's riſe; 
Crime is impreſs'd on either front, already 
Treaſon diſplays her ſhameleſs face abroad; 
The fearful Senate ſtrives to hide its dread, 
But Sylla's demon leads us all aſtray 
And {till the tyrant's power is felt in Rome, 
CETHEGUS. 


I've heard enough, Cao explain yourſelf, 
„ Caro 


—— 2 — 
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44 ROME PRESER VD: 


Caro ſeating himſelf with the reſt, 
The Gods who rule the Senate, the juſt Gods 
By whom my zealous breaft is now inſpir'd 
Have ſometimes crown'd vile treaſon with ſucceſs 3 
Beneath a tyrant's yoke our Sires have bent; 
But never yet could hands ſo mean enthrall 


| Men born to rule the monarchs of the earth. 


With dread Confpirators ſhould ſhake, for Rome 

That never to a tyrant bow'd but once 

May on CETHEGUs and on CATILINE 

Revenge the crimes of Sylla's bloody age. 
CASAR. 


What wouldſt thou CaTo ? Wherefore this reproach 


Mutt thy outrageous virtue ever rail 
And alienate the hearts it might have gain'd ? 
[CxsaR fits down but leaves a vacant Place 
between Cato and hin;ſelf.] 


CATO to CsAR. 
Over corrupted hearts you ſtrive to reign: 


CxsAR was ſtill the fantor of ſedition 


And public dangers ne er affect his heart. 
PET CSR. 
Caro in fields our vigour let's diſplay, 
A meek deportment does become us here, 
Caro. 


| Who can be calm that ſees the ſtate of Rome ? 


Oh wherefore Heaven muſt Pour Ex be detain'd 

In Africk's climes whilſt troubles reign at home? 
CASAR. 

CzsaRr the place of PoupEY may ſupply. 

. Caro. 


AT RAGE DF. 


Caro. | 
The love of Rome inſpires that noble ſoul. 
CASAR. 
Tin be his rival for my country's love. 


SCENE III. 
The fame Perſons. 


Cicero entering with Precipitation. 
How can you waſte in vain debates the time 
When Rome calls loudly for your inſtant aid ? 
Her arms ſhe flretches forth, her ſeven hills 
With ſlaughter and with ruin are o'er ſpread, 
The dreaoful ſignal is already given 
And with patricion blood the ſtreets o'erflow. 


| Caro. 

Gods can it be 
CickRO. 15 

I had Sith rapid haſte 

Together brought a band of valiant knights ; 

Sccur'd with arm'd men each threaten'd poſt ; 

In perſon I examin'd thoſe my care 

Midit ſuch a dire confuſion had ſurpriz'd ; 

Nonnius my friend, that gengrove, brave old-man, 

That patrivt in a vile corrupted age, 

Came from Preneſte to ſecure the {tate : 

He came to tell me in this hour of horrour 

The names of all the ſworn foes of Rome, 

That inſtant two blood-thirfty monſters plung'd 

Their impious daggers in his patriot breaſt 


1 ſeiz? | 
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I ſeiz'd on one who fled with frantick rage 
And cut a paſſage with his naked ſword: 

T loaded him with chains and ſoon TI learn'd 
That CATILINE's commands had urg'd him on, 


SCENE TV. 
The ſame Perſons. 


To them CaTlLine entering. 
The deed is mine, you ſee the daring hand 
Which has laid low the enemy of Rome. 
My country's cauſe I nobly did aſſert 
And gor'd the treachrous boſom of its foe. 

| CICERO, 


Waſt thou barbarian ? 
Caro. 


———Dareſt thou vaunt the deeds ? 
CESAR. 
Lets hear him firſt, then puniſh his offence. 
CETHEGUS. 
Speak CATIIINE and ſilence all your foes 
Silence the babbling of audacious men. 
Cicero. 
Romans where are we 
CartLixe. 
In a time of woe, 
Amidſt the horrours of a cival war, 
Midſt flames that threaten to conſume the world. 
Midſt foes whoſe efforts I will ſoon confound 
Even Sylla's kinſmen dazzled by his name 


Have 
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Have dar'd to vie with Sylla in ambition : 
I've heard aſpiring Liberty's laſt groans, 
Seen faction in the Senate, fear in Rome 
Diſorder every and CICERO 
Fomenting each ſuſpicion and each fear; 
Perhaps the Conſul pities Rome's diſtreſs ; 
He ſpeaks for Rome, whilſt I aſſert her cauſe, 
I'll prove this day by an illuſtrious ſtroke 7 op * 
That Rome to me is dearer than to him. N 
Know Nonnius was the ſoul inviſible 
The mind that o'er that dreadful body ruf d 
That treacherous band that from the enipirs's Units 
Extended even to the Apennines. tht 
The time was precious and the danger great 
Then I ſtep'd forth and ſav'd you from deſtruction. 
T hus ſpurius by a ſoldier's hand was puniſh'd; 
Thus by the Scipio's guilty Gacchus fell, 
Who then ſo juſt a ſlaughter ſhall revenge ? 
Who dare accuſe me ? 

CICERO. 
Traitor that dare I 
I whom you boaſted to bave ſav'd from death, 


Your crimes I to the world will quickly prove. 
Bring forth thoſe Freedmen, let them all declare. 


Fathers behold the hand that all lays waſte ; 
He impiouſly a Senator has flain. 


And can you tamely hear him ſpeak and boaſt J 
Will you behold him trample on your laws 
And inſolently vaunt his horrid crimes ? 
CATILINE.: AN ita 
Will you then Romans ſuiker my accuſer 
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To perſecute each worthy citizen? 
Hear ſecrets to the Conſul ſtill unknown 
And learn prudence e er it is too late. 
Know that within his palace Nonnius hid 
A heap of arms, of lances and machines 
Prepar'd for Rome's deſtrution. 
If Rome till ſtands, if ſtill you live ſecure, 
To me and to my boldneſs it is due; 
What I alledge may eaſily be prov'd : 
Give orders Fathers that theſe arms be ſeiz d. 
Cicero fo the Lictors. 
| To Nonnius haſte and to our preſence bring 
| His daughter—at the name you'r ſeiz'd with dread. 
| | CATILINE, 
| J know no fear, I view with juſt contempt | | 
This low expedient of your hate unjuſt, 
The danger's preſſing Fathers, all debate 
| Is now ſuperfluous, are you ſatisfied 
| About my conduct and-my aims ſuppos'd ? 
_ Cicero. 
Romans his guilt requires no proof, for who 
Can think that Nonnius for his valour fam'd 
Would have amaſs'd that formidable ſtore 
| : And heap'd up inſtruments of death, thy rage 
| Fear'd even in thy houſe my prying eyes; 


| You Nonnius palace choſe your guilt to hide. 
| Þ Perhaps his hapleſs daughter you've ſeduc'd, 
| Deteſted wretch thy rage has often fill'd 
| More families than his with guilt and death. 
| | Gods why muſt Rome to villains be a prey ? 
To the Senators. 
Da 
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Do you not ſee the gulph of ruin gape ?. 
Your cauſe aſſert or elſe you ſtrait become 
Accomplices with CaTiLINE. Or Rome or he 
To day muſt periſh, but a moments left | 
Between them to decide and make a choice. 


CASAR, 
We ſhould have proof, alarms will not ſuffice, 
If in effect theſe impious arms be found 


And Nonnius' ill intentions fully prov'd, 
Then CATI1LINE claims honour and reſpect. 
| To Catiline, 


You ſee that Cxsar keeps his word with you. 
| CICERO. 
On Rome! oh country! tutelary Gods 
Can then a hero back a villain's cauſe ? 
Do you then act for him you thus defend? 
You underſtand me Cs AR, hapleſs Rome 
Shall henceforth only dread ungrateful tons. 


CLop tus. 
Rome is ſecure, Cs AR defends her cauſe; 
Who can diſſent from that ill uſtrious man? 


CicrRo. 
CLopivs proceed, defend the Parricide 
Whoſe rage is bent on univerſal ruin. 
This is too much : within theſe threaten'd walls 
Confpirators alone diſcover zeal. 
Lo CaTILINE prevails, his crimes ſucceed : 
He ſees you, threatens, marks his victims out 3 
And when I ſuch enormous crimes oppoſe, 
Tis then that Cæs AR ſpeaks of rights and forms: 


H Halt 
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Half of the Senate has eſpous'd his cauſe, 

The Conſul's hands are kept from juſt revenge; 
Nonnius has by the traitors aim been flain, 
Shall not his blood atone the blood he ſpilt? 
The law mot ſacred and the fift of rights 
Commands us to defend our country, now 

| Tis overlook'd, our country is no more. 


SCENE V. 
The SENATE, AURELIA, CATILINE. 


AURELIA 


Ye demi-gods upon the earth rever'd, 
You who alone protect the innocent, 
Thou Conſul whoſe wiſe cares ſupport the ſtate, 
My father ſpeaking by my voice calls loud 
For vengeance, from his bleeding fide I drew 
This weapon, whilſt my tears bedew your knees, 
Stain'd with his blood, my tongue implores revenge 
Revenge that blood which recks {ill on the blade 
Of treaſon, let the baſe aſſaſſin bleed. 

CicERo pointing te CATILINE. 
The murderer ſtands before u 

NMARTIAN. 
— Oh ye Gods! 
CICERO. 
Twas CATILINE that gor'd your father's breaſt; 
The horrid deed the murderer avows, 
a AURELIA, 
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AURELIA. 
My huſband ! gracious Gods, could then his hand 
Depri\e of life the father of his ſpouſe ! 

CATILINE. 

AURELIA duty's rigid laws have forc'd 
The bloody deed, it ſprung from my diſpair: 
Our facred tyes remember, I'm thy ſpouſe. 


5 


SCENE VI. 


The Senate, AuRELIA, CATILINE, the chief 
| of the LicToRs., | 


The chief LicToR. 
The dire depoſitory we have ſeiz'd. 
- _ CicxRo. 

In Nonnius' palace ſay ſt thou? 

The chief Lie rok.“ 

A —— With one voice 
The priſoners accuſe him of the crime. 
AURELIA, 

Muſt calumny and treafon then prevail ? 
Shall villains who depriv'd him of his life 
With vile, audacious malice blaſt his name 


CICERO, 
Proceed. f 
AURELIA. 
Good Heavens to what am I reduc'd ! 
CICERO. 
Speak openly : the truth muſt be reveal'd, 


H 2 The 
N 
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The preſence of this parricide has clos'd 

Your lips, with down caſt eyes you ſee his dread; 
With conſcious guilt he trembles—ſpeak the truth. 


AURELIA, 
J have betray'd you: I'm alone to blame. 


| CATILINE. 
Jou know no guilt ———— 
| AURELIA. 
———Deteſted monſter hence 


Your pity with new horrour &lls my ſoul. | 
Too long in error's paths my ſteps have ſtray'd. 
Fathers theſe eyes the horcid crime have ſeen : 
And juſt revenge is now my only wiſh. 
Danger o'er Rome and o'er the world impends, 
And ruin from my fatal weakneſs ſprings. 
Deceitful CATILINE your guilty art 
Has made me partner in your impious deeds. 
Periſh the day when firſt my eaſy heart 
Wezkly to vile ſuggeſtions gave conſent ; 
The day in which conſpiring with thy rage 
Faithful to thee my country I betray'd 
And to a murderer's rage expos'd my vire, 
Behold you ſacred walls, revenging Gods 
Romans behold the ſpouſe I have obey'd ! 
'Behold your foe, now traitor learn from me 
To die and expiate all your horrid crimes. 


[ She Habs herſelf. 
CATILINE, 
O dire diſpair !— 


CATO. 


A TRAGEDY. 


Caro. 

Oh day of horrour full ! 5 

CICERO. 
A guilty age ſuch horrours well become. 
| AURELIA, 
One thing remains, Conſul this note receive, 
Aſſaſſins hem you in on every ſide 
I feel death's weighty hand—— 


CICERO. 
| Endeavour to preſerve her life, the note 
| She mention'd ſeek, now bloody CaTiLINE 
Your guilt is prov'd, no ſubterfuge remains. 
Fathers you tremble, riſe aſſert the ſtate 
And take the vengeance due for ſo much blood ? 
Will you o'erlook at once AURELIA's death, 
And Nonnius' caus'd alike by CATILINX E? 
CATILINE, 

Tis thou haft perpetrated all, thy hate 
Relentleſs ſtill purſues me, {till thy ſoul 
Aſpires ambitiouſly to rival me, 
Your proſperous fortune to my ſecret views 
Adverſe has plung'd me in Deſtruction's gulph : 
The tranſports of my rage were caus'd by you; 
Thy genius is my foe, I Rome deteſt 
Becauſe thou art her idol, I have purſu'd 
Thy ruin and I never will deſiſt: 

My loſs on thee I will revenge, thy blood 
Shall expiate all the blood that has been ſhed, 
With terrour periſh, die a traitor's death, 

Die like a ſlave who in his flight is ſtop'd 


. 
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And puniſh'd by his maſter, Rome ſhall ſee 
The roſtrum ſmeer'd all, over with thy blood 
And ſuch a ſight ſhall pleaſe her fickle ſons. 
T leave thee with this horrid preſage, know, 
The moment of your ruin is at hand. 

I go to ſerve as inſtrument of F ate. 


CICERO. 


Seize on the traitor. 
CETHEGUS. 
| m——T hat exceeds your power, 
LexnTULUS. | 
Dar'ſt thou decide when even the Senate doubts ? 
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CicERo, 


Oh conquerors of the world you now muſt chuſe 
Empire or chains, cominand or ſervitude, 
Oh Roman greatneſs how art thou declin'd ! 
Rouſe countrymen from this inglorious ſloth 
You ſlumber ne'r a precipice, awake. 
LucuLLus, CXSAR and MuRENA hear. 
Rome wants a chief in this extremity : 

Equality is made for peaceful times ; 

The gauls have enter'd Rome, ſhe now requires 
The aid of a dictator, name with ſpeed 

The man you deem moſt worthy of the place 
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SCENE VII 
The SENATE, the chief of the Lictors. 


The chief LicToR, 


My lord whilſt unavailing aid we gave 
To fair AURELIA in the pangs of death 
We found this letter by her father wrote. 


| CrokRo reads. 
The ſtate is threaten'd then on every fide, 


Czsar betrays us and prepares to ſeize 
CsAR what do you reply? 
Were you then born to ſerve the inſtrument 
Of tyrants and your country to enſlave? 
p CASAR, 
J have a Roman heart, when danger calls 
I'm ſtill the firſt to fly to Rome's defence. 
| Caro. 
I doubt this zeal, the rebels he abets. 
CICERO, 
Lets make a brave defence; oh Senators 


Preneſte 


If an unhappy woman's dying groans, 

The world in agonies, the cries of Rome 

Have in your breaſts reviv'd the flames that glow'd 
In your forefather's boſoms, quickly run 

Run to the capitol, defend our Gods 

Oppole the fury of fierce CATILINE, - 

I will not now reproach you or complain 

That of your Conſul you were diffident. 


You Senators grown grey in Juſtice' cauſe 
5 Elect 
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EleQ a chief, repel tyranick rage; 

Riſe friends of virtue, and vile treaſon quell : 
Shake off at once the ignominious yoke 

Of party ſpirit and of jealouſy. 

By them the tyrant Sylla reign'd in Rome. 
Wherever danger calls with ſpeed Pl. fly 

And brave th' audacious rebels impious rage 3 
Second my zeal juſt Gods and from their doom 
Preſerve the undeſerving ſons of Rome. | 


End of the fourth ACT. 
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Cicero, LicTors, LENTULUS and CtTHEGuUs 
in Chains, 


Cictro to the Soldiers. 


URSUE thoſe villains, every quarter ſearch 
And load with galling chains their rebel limbs. 
The Senate for a day has to my hands 
Conſign'd dominion, e'er the day is o'er 
I'll puniſh treaſon and the ſtate revenge: 
Senate in ſpight of thee thou ſhalt be free. 
Thy victims Rome from CictRo receive. 
You the accomplices of CATILINE 
Whoſe bloody malice ſought the Conſul's life, 
Who hurried on by crime to ſervitude, 
Who born to be the maſters of the world 
With hoſtile weapons in a cruel war 
Would ſpill the blood of citizens to raiſe 
Your equal to a throne and live his flaves; 
Wretches expect not juſtice to eſcape: 
Seize on them Lictors, drag them to their Fate, 


I LENTULUs. 
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LenTuLes. 
I fear not death, but at thy nod to bleed 
With infamy eternal brands my name; 
But tremble leaſt the noble blood you ſhed 
Should one day be requir'd of you, the pride 
You take in ſpilling it may coſt you dear, 
And even now I hear your doom pronounc'd. 
| CETHEGUSs. 
You think our ſchemes are all detected now, 
You much miſtake, your own deſtruction's ſure, 
So many noble Romans who in arms 
Aſſert our cauſe, are not to be difmay'd, 
Or ſeiz d with terrour for the death of two, 
Believe me ſuch an hardy enterprize, 
Such ſtrokes, the leaſt of which might blaſt your power 
Retain ſome force and you may feel it ſoon. 
As ſovereign of a moment loſe no time 
Diſpatch us, CATILINE will wreak revenge, 
Our Fate concludes but yours will quickly change. 
CICERO, 
Traitors tis true Fate may be doubtful ſtill; 
The iſſue you ſhall never live to ſee, 
Lentulus and Cethegus are carried aut. 


SCENE 


A TRAGEDY. 


SCENE II. 


Cicero, Caro, SENATORS. 


Caro to the Senators. 


Your murmurs ceaſe and thank a father's care. 


[To Cicero, 


O'er the ungrateful triumph, Rome confers 
The ſacred names of father and ſupport, 
And envy's ſelf is forc'd to own your worth, 


CICERO. 
Romans tis true, my ſoul for glory pants 
Of human labours glory's the reward; 
I'll ſerve the Senate to deſerve renown _ 
W ho dares not hope for it dares not acquire. 
Tho' I aſſiſt you in your dire diſtreſs, 
What I have done is little, much remains, 
Torrents of blood roll'd thro' the ſtreets of Rome, 
Foes, citizens, Plebeians, ſoldiers, knights, 


The dreadful image to my eyes diſplay'd 
Of a ſack'd city and a field of blood: 


The flame aſcending from a thouſand roofs 
Amidſt the combat's horrours ſerv'd to guide 
The fierce Conſpirators, whilſt at their head 
CETHEGUS march'd and LENTULUs, this hand 


Has ſciz'd them and they quickly both ſhall die, 
I 2 But 
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But when I wound the Hydra's head, a new 
Sprouts up and fills it's place, whilſt factious crowds 
Swarm every where and menace us. with ruin, 
Now CATILINE, now Rome prevails awhile, 
He marches to the quirinal and there 

On mountains of the dying and the dead 
Having exerted efforts paſt belief, 

He forc'd his paſſage, to his army run, 
Diſtracted Rome on ſudden took th' alarm; 
Antonius who oppoſes his deſigns, 

And Sylla's ſoldiers long enur d to arms, 

Are ſeiz d with terrour, all their courage fails, 
But times like theſe anuſual zeal require, 
Petreius vainly ſtrives to give him aid, 

Thus on all ſides the miſtreſs of the world 
Beſieg'd without, whilſt in her faction reigns, 
Is ſtill alarm'd and dreads her final doom, 

Caro. 
But what of CSA !—— 
 Crtcro. 
n this dreadful day 

Undaunted courage he has ſhewn, but Rome 
Aſk'd other ſervice from a heart like his : 

I ſaw him rout a deſperate rebel band; 

But with a ſpirit by ambition puff d 

He ſtrove to gain the people, ſtrove to pleaſe 
The ſoldiery and the conſpirators, 


Whit 
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Whilſt Rome on ruin's precipice ſtood pale 
His countenance betray'd a ſecret joy : 
His voice ſeem'd loudly to ſollicit Rome 
To own him for her tyrant, he declin'd 

To ſhed his blood who fills us all with dread. 
| Caro. 
His fierce ambition I with horrour ſee, 
I have ceclar'd my ſentiments that Rome 
Should CsAR ever with diſtruſt behold. 


SCENE NH. 


The SENATE, CASAR. 


| CASAR. 
Still is the Senate on my ruin bent, 
Muſt CaTo's virtue ſtill my ruin ſeek ? 
Of what am I acacu'd? 


. 


Caro, 
To CarTiling' 
You've ſhewn yourſelf a friend, and Rome ſuſpects 
All who defend a traitor, Rome ſuſpects 
The man that heſitates when he ſhould fight. 


CASAR, 
Such blood would ſtain the laurels I've acquir'd ; 
CASAR ſhall neyer combat citizens. 
| | CAro. 
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Caro. 

What think thou of theſe rebels, of this crowd 

Of traitors 


| CAR. 

—— CZ$AR does abhor them all. 
When I oppos'd them all their courage fail'd, 
But Czsar never cruſh'd ſubmiſſive foes, 
The combat's fury glows, a chen band 
Of Sylla's ſoldiers by a chief is led 
Who breaths revenge, Rome's deſtiny is nigh, 
Petreius has been wounded, CATILINE 
Approaches quick to theſe devoted walls, 

The rebels every Roman fill with dread: 
Conſul what meaſures do you mean to take ? 


 Crexro., 
gracious Gods will crown a cauſc ſo juſt ; 
Rome with ſuſpicious eyes has CAsAR mark'd, 
F mean to wipe away your infamy, | 
To fave your honour and to ſave the ſtate : 
Still CzsaR's arm may falling Rome ſupport ; 
Your talents and your valour well I know. 
I know ambition dazzles CxsAR's mind, 
He aims at empire but he can't betray ; 
You'r dangerous, but the greatneſs of your ſoul 
May even from CickRo claim juſt eſteem. 
Be it your care ſuch honour to deſerve ; 
The world on CsAR now has fix'd it's eyes; 
Second Petreius and deliver Rome; 
Strive CaTo's approbation to deſerve. 
You know no rival ir. the art of war ; 


Rome 


Py "WE 1 
n 


+ Ws Gm Wy ke id 2 * 1 * 4 
er — — = ae EAA — 2 „* P ; 
ö 8 3 oy " 


ae, 


A TRAGEDY. 63 
Rome wants not ſoldiers, but ſhe wants a chief 3 
You are moſt worthy to conduct her bands; 
C.=sAR on you depends the Fate of Rome. 
| _ Cagar. 
More confidence in Cs AR you ſhould place: 
At life's expence I'll merit your ſteem. 
| Caro. 
You add new fewel to ambition's flame. 
CICERO. * 
Greatneſs of ſoul our confidence deſerves ; 
By truſting CæsAR I his friendſhip gain: 
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My generoſity inſures his aid; 
Ambition I with treaſon ne'er confound ; 
Virtuous or not I'll win him to our cauſe; 
Undaunted courage in the heart of man 
Begets great virtues or atrocious crimes. 2 
He who has ſignaliz' d himſelf by guilt | 1 
By virtue adoration might have gain'd ; | 
Even CATILINE to crimes and rapine bred 
Had prov'd a Scipio had he heard my voice. 
J doubt not Cs AR Rome he will defend, 
Tho' in ambition he might Sylla match, 
His ſhining virtues give me hope, what now ? 

[To the chief of the Lictors who enters, 
Comeſt thou with news of the Conſpirators ? 


LicToR. 
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They have receiv'd their puniſhment, their blood 
Has rais'd new foes, tho? dead they ftill have power 
Thus Ztna's fires long pent in earth break forth, 


Deſtruction ſoon will ſpread on every ſide, 
And ſhould Petreius fail, theſe walls in flames 


Will ſoon be wrapt, ſoon ruin will o'erwhelm 
Rome and her ſons with one prodigious ſhock ; 
Another Hannibal attacks us, in his rage 
More dangerous than the firſt, even here in Rome 
Where he deſtruction meditates he ſinds 
Vile partizans to ſecond his attempts. 
Many ſpeak for him, thus his rage without 
Aſſails us and with powerful influence 
Within he plays the Lord, his genius now 
Prevails and many guilty citizens 
Embrace his party and condemn your laws. | 
Wich treacherous clamours and ungrateful cries 
Of violated rights they loud complain; 
The rebels blood they at your hands require; 
They menace the protector of the ſtate, 
CLop1vs. 
You ſhould have heard your equals, not condemn'd 
Meerly upon ſurmiſe, this violence 
Is what you might expect. 
CictRo. 


| Ceaſe CLonivs, ceaſe 
Your envy and audaciouſneſs ſuppreſs. 


My 
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My abſolute dominion ſoon will ceaſe, 

But I'll aſſert my tranſitory power; 
Hereafter you'll have time to perſecute, 

But till the danger's o'er I claim reſpect. 

I know that man's inconſtant, well I know 
The people's favour changes like the wind. 
Scipio accus'd upon ſuggeſtion falſe 


Thank'd Heaven and from ungrateful Rome retir'd, 


J will not ſuch a conduct imitate, 
I'll ſtay in Rome and ftrive to prop the ſtate. 
I to Rome's ſervice here devote my life 
And always envy'd will for ever ſerve. 
Caro. 
Permit me to appear in Rome once more; 
To terrify the fierce, audacious crowd 
And by my preſence on the rampart check 
CzsAR whoſe faith I ever mult ſuſpect; 
And ſhould the force of adverſe Fate this day 


CICERO; 
Caro your preſence will be needful here; 
Let CæsAR take the field whilſt CaTo gives 
A virtuous example to the Senate. 
Its ſinking greatneſs Caro muſt ſupport : 
But C#s$aR is return'd and Rome prevails, 


Do we our ſafety owe to CsAR's arm? 
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SCENE the laſt. 


_ Cx5ar. 
Pve ſerv'd my country; rightly you have judg'd 
Of Czsar, o'er the foe we have prevail'd ; 
Addreſs and valour conquelt have ſecur'd, 
We fought to fix the doubtful Fate of war, 
We did not on uncertain Fate rely: 
The flame of virtue every ſoldier felt; 
Fir'd by the fight of our domeſtic Gods 
Metellus and the valiant Scipio's 
Diſplay'd a courage worthy of their race : 
They acted like thoſe ſons of Rome whole force 
Aſia ſubdued and Carthage laid in duſt, 
With patriot zeal their country they preſerv'd, 
Sy:la's fierce ſoldiers proſtrate on the earth 
Still brave their Fate and threaten fell revenge, 
Enur d to conqueſt ſtill they menace Rome 
And fury animates their dying eyes. 
Soon with ſuch potent aid they might reduce 
Each realm unconquer'd to the Roman yoke z 
But till our party boaſts more valiant chiefs, 
Beneath whoſe force theſe ſons of ſlaughter fell. 
Amidſt the carnage haughty CATILINE, 
Surrounded by a heap of ſlaughter'd foes, 
Cover'd all o'er from head to foot with wounds 
Still fought but by our force was overpower'd. 
On mountains of the ſlain he now expires : 

I as a citizen condemn his rage 


But 
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But I muſt own the proweſs of the chief. 
He was my friend but ſtill in CæsAxꝰs breaſſ 
Honour ſhall over friendſhip's tyes prevail. 

| CICERO. | 
All my eſteem to CæsAR's worth was due z 

| Preſerve forever that undaunted ſoul 

Let Rome in thee the hero ſtill admire : 
Let patriot virtue all thy ſoul inſpire, 
Gods from ambition free his generous mind, 
May Rome in him a new Protector find. 
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